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timber., and I am left on the veranda with the diary, a friendly
spaniel, the apple-blossom, and the workmen's wireless cele-
brating Mothers' Day. A quarter of a mile below me the cars
pass and re-pass on the ribbon of road. Presently on the hill
across the lake a fire breaks out, and there is the momentary
excitement of a cream fire-engine dashing across-the grey steel
bridge. Then the afternoon settles down, and I am left alone
with the apple-blossom and the musical-comedy decor. As I
have now had a sufficiency of American mothers, I turn off the
wireless and go to sleep.
May 10 Wall Street. Utter peace. The holy place is quiet as
Monday, a nun. Breathless with, I suppose, adoration of the
almighty dollar. Anyhow nobody seems to be worry-
ing. A few people are chatting quietly on the kerb, the rest are
lazing along. No messengers butt into me at breakneck speed.
A leisurely calm pervades the scene, and I am conducted un-
emotionally into the pile-carpeted, onyx-chandeliered, rosewood-
furnished withdrawing-rooms of Messrs Brown, Brothers,
Haraman and Co., foreign correspondents of rny bank. One
feels that in this country Mr Micawber's manners, which so
peculiarly qualified him for the banking business, would here
have found their scope and outlet. To my amazement the
young gentleman who " takes care of " me has never heard the
phrase ce ten grand," which every English chit knows is the sum
you are held up for in these parts. However, I get what money
I want, and return to a street that is ambling to lunch. The
American bustle is all ballyhoo carefully fostered for con-
sumption abroad. I have seen Greneker conduct two telephone
conversation^, dictate to a secretary, talk to me, and indulge in
a nap all at the same time.
My meal is taken at a famous hotel. The lamb chop has the
consistency of indiarubber. Nothing in America tastes of
anything.
Let beeves and home-bred kine partake
The sweets of Burn-mill meadow,
occurs in, I think, Yarrow Umstfed.    Let me revisit Yarrow,